THE GOAT

There weren't very many strangers in the town.
Most of the Circuit had gone discreetly on. We
heard a lot of Welsh talked in the main streets, and
Tom's voice took on that funny, rather attractive,
rather alarming rapid sing-song with the sentences
running up at the ends. Even I managed an occa-
sional 'Borai da i chwi.'

We stayed at the Royal, and had kippers for
breakfast.

When we went out afterwards no one seemed to be
at work; all out on the pavements or blocking the
streets, right across the tram-lines and everything.
Sometimes they were quiet, sometimes all talking
together, men in black Sunday suits and women in
black shawls, and children looking none too well fed
or clothed. It was a week-day, but there were thous-
ands of men out of work about there, miners and iron-
workers mostly, and they'd come in from miles
around. The nearer the docks we got, the less we saw
of the decent chapel-goers, and the less Welsh we
heard talked. In fact, I've never seen so many
nationalities, even in a big Mediterranean port, black,
white, brown and yellow. But somehow it wasn't gay,
like Marseilles for instance, there was no sort of
sparkle about it, no good coming from the clash of
races, only more dirt and odder diseases. Those new,
half and half lives, that seem in sunnier places to turn
to, at any rate, some vividness of intellect or artistic
expression, if nothing more, had all gone grey like
the stone and slate houses, and crumbled into a horrid
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